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Haircuts 


Author's Notes: 
| dont even know 


Sip, sip, sip! 

| heard the scissors cutting my hair loudly. | was sitting on the floor, Roger behind me. | didn't want my long 
hair anymore, but Roger told me | shouldn't cut it off. Because | looked nice with long hair, that it suited me 
best. 

This morning before he came over, | pulled as much candy and gum | could through my hair. He was angry at 
first, asking how that could have even happened. But after a few moments of staring at me, saying nothing, he 
stood up and grabbed some scissors from my bookshelf. | kept everything on my bookshelf. 


He would make small remarks every few moments and he tried to cut all the sweets out of my hair. 


"How the hell are scissors suppose to cut through this?" 


"Syd, why the hell would you do this?" 
"If you wanted to have your hair cut, you should have gone to a barber." 


But Roger didn't know | didn't want anyone touching my hair but him. | loved it when he would brush it for me, 
and play with it when we laid down together. He would say it was cute how after we made it, my bangs would 
stick to my forehead from sweat. He loved my hair long, he told me constantly. He hated it when | even got it 


trimmed. He liked putting flowers in it when we went on walks. 


He made me go on walks often, too. He said | didn't get out enough and that | was going to get out of shape. 
People always think | cant hear them or something, that Im not here anymore. They'd talk about me right in 
front of me. | watch David and Roger fight over me in the studio constantly. Sometimes Roger would stick up 
for me, sometimes he wouldnt. But he was always the one to come over to talk to me about it, because he 
knew | could hear everyone. He'd kiss my cheek and apologize for his and David's behavior, then ask if I'd like to 


play guitar on a song. 


Roger always managed to pull me out of my flat somehow. Even when | didn't want to do anything but take 
mandies and sleep. He'd kiss me and whisper in my ear that its a beautiful day, but it wouldnt be the same 
without me. | would almost melt in his arms when he hugged me and told me that he loved me and wanted to 


have a picnic in the woods. 


When | left the band, Roger didn't come back to see me for what felt like years. It was only a month or so | 
learned later from David. David would visit me in the meantime. His friendly visits soon turned into kissing and 
touching. It was rare we didn't do something romantic or sexual with his visits. He was always holding my hand, 
kissing me, telling me how beautiful | was. He tried to book us a plane to San Tropez, for old time sakes, he 


said. | couldn't go. It didn't feel right, and | knew why, but I'd never admit it. 


When Roger finally came back to visit me, | slapped the door in his face. | hated him. He left me alone. He didn't 
care. He kept banging at the door, calling for me. After an hour, he stopped and went home. He told me he left 


his home number in my mailbox. | didn't care. 


The next day he knocked softer. He asked for me to come out, that he wanted to see me. | was laying naked 
next to David, my head on his chest. Dave was asleep, but | had been awake all night waiting for Roger. | didn't 
move, | just listened to Roger's sweet voice ask me to come outside, or let him in, and that he brought me 
some chocolate for me. | sat up when he said he was leaving, and that he'd leave the sweets by the door with 


a note incase | wasn't awake. 
He didn't come by again for three days. 


| sat by the door this time, waiting for him in to come. And he did. It was 3 PM, around the time | would 


normally wake up when he wasn't here with me. He knocked just as softly as he did before. 


"Did you not want the chocolate?" He asked, | suppose at me, even though he stood outside my door. 
"No." | said. | heard him sigh, 


"Sorry" There was silence. "I really am. | just--" | waited for him to finish what he was going to say, but he 


stayed quiet. | almost opened the door before | heard- 

"What are you doing here?" David. David, David, David, David. Roger let out a few syllables before he stepped 
down from my door, which David didn't even use as a way to talk to him, he just opened my door and looked 
down at me, confused. Roger tried to walk back up, to talk to me, even saying my name. But David closed the 
door, locking it. 

"Why'd you do that?" | asked. 


"Why was he here?" It was my turn to be confused as he walked into my kitchen, grabbing my tea kettle, 
filling it with water. 


‘He's my best friend! 

"No, he was your boyfriend. | dont... He doesnt need to be around you. Not now at least" | stood up fast, 
"Why is that?" He rolled it eyes and looked back at me, putting two bags into tea cups. 

"Because he'll just hurt you like he did before" | licked my lips and leaned against my wall 

"| hurt him too. Everybody hurts each other.." 

"He left you on your own, Syd, do you really-—" 


"But now he'd being left all alone." | looked at my feet, "He's all alone. No one needs to be alone. He doesn't have 


many friends, David." 

"Well, maybe if he tried being nicer he would have some. Now come sit down, tea is almost done." It appeared 
to me right then David didn't want to love me. David wanted to tell me what was right or wrong for me 
because he didn't agree with things | did. | then realized how Roger must be, being treated right now by David, 
by the band even, maybe. 

"Get out." | said. He looked up from pouring water into the cups. 


"What?" 


"| said get out. | dont... | dont want you visiting me anymore." 


"Syd, what are you-" 


"Get out!" He stared at me before sitting down the tea kettle. His hand lifted to his face, where he rubbed his 


temple in annoyance. 

“Alright. Yeah... Sure." He walked over to me, grabbing his jacket. He didn't try to kiss me goodbye like he did 
for the past month. He just looked at me then left. | waited until his footsteps faded away before opening my 
door, searching my mailbox for the number Roger left me. | bent down when | found it, picking up the 
chocolates he left. 

| went back inside, digging around trying to find my phone. It was next to my record player. | quickly turned 
each number, dialing Roger's house. | waited for him to answer, pacing around my living room, sometimes going 
too far and pulling the cord oh my phore. 


"Yeah?" He answered. His voice was sad. 


"Rog-? Roger! Roger, please come over. Please? D-David left, | got him to go. Please come back over. | miss 


you." He didn't say anything for a few moments before saying, 

"Ill be over in a few minutes... Okay? II. Hl be there soon" 

"Okay, yeah... Yeah. Uh, okay. Bye.. I'll see you when you get here then- Bye, Rog" 

"Wait! Wait, Syd?" | kept the phone to my ear, 

"Yeah?" 

"| love you" He said. | smiled, blushing for no one to see. 

"| love you too." 

When he came over, he kissed me. Over and over and over, each time telling me he loved me, or apologizing or 
just looking at me before kissing me again. We ate the chocolates he brought me and kissed even more. We 
eventually found ourselves pulling our shirts off each other, grinding hips and Roger sucking at my neck. We-- 
"Syd?" | looked behind me at Roger. 


"Yeah?" 


'Im.. | guess I'm done. Its really short now.." My hand went to my head as | felt it. | smiled and leaned over, 
kissing him. 


"IFs nice.. Feels nice. Thank you Roger.." He frowned, sighing, 


"You are going to grow it back out, arent you? | mean.. Its cute. | just.. You look so good with long hair." | 


smiled even wider, laughing lightly, 

"Yeah, I'll grow it back out. Dont worry." | pecked his lips, "And Roger?" 
"Yes?" He replied, standing up to go get a broom to sweep up my hair. 
"| love you." He looked at me and shook his head, grinning, 


"| love you too." 


